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THE MORNING ASTORIAN, ASTOKIA, OREGON,

TUESDAY, MARCH 7, 1906,

CLASSIFIED ADVERTISING.

RATES:
Firgt Insertion, One Cent a Word,

One Week, Each 1
Two Weeks, Each
One Month, Each

Jine, 3oc.
Line, 45¢.
Line, 75¢,

Astorim_ F:e_e Wunt Ads.

Anyone Desiring a Situation can Insert an Advertisement in this Column

of Three Lines Two Times Fres

HELP WANTED.

MEN—-WE TEACH THE BARBER

trade in the shortest possible time
st small expense and guarantee posl-
tiens; write for satalogue. Moler Sys-
femn college, San Francisco.

WANTED TO BUY A GILL NET

from 295 to 275 fathoms; § to §%|"

mesh, Address J. P, H., Astorian,

of Charge.

FOR RENT—ROOMS.

FOR RENT—FOUR NICE SUNNY
rooms.  Inquire at Star theater.

FOR RENT-TWO
rooms for housekeeping. 287
teenth street, corner Exchange,

Fit-

MASSAGE.

e

SUTUATIONS WANTED.

— e - -

SITUATION WANTED AS COOK,
and do general housework. by Jap-
anese. Inquire at Astorlan office.

WANTED-R1Y HONEST YOUNG

man, position as clerk in store; ex-
perienced; can  furnish  good refer-
ences. J O, Astarian.

" JUNK DEALERS.

HIGHREST PRICES PAID FOR ALL
kind» of old junk. Bought and sold

173 Tenth St
—_—

" FOR SALE—MISCELLANEOUS.

NCUBATOR FOR SALE—400 EGGS

capacity; also three 100 capacity
Brooders; first-class condltion. Ad-
dress A, Astorian Office.

SORSE BUGGY AND HARNESS
for sale. Address M. Asterian.

e LOST.

BOST—A PAIR OF GOLD FILLED
gimsses. Finder will please leave at
Astorian office.

NOTICE

FINNISH MASSAGE AND SICK
gymnastic cures rheumatism, nerv-
ousness, headache and stomach treu-
ble. Glven in most approved methods

by Ida and Onne Jurvo. 168 Flavel
Bt, Uniontown.
MISCELLANEOUS,

FOR BIDB—RBIDS WILL
foundation and
Maryv's Hos=

recelved for the
basaement of the New 31
pital; plane and specifications may be
seen at the office of the architect at
St. Mary's Hospta!: all bids to be
on or before the 25th of this month,
right reserved to reject any or all bids
March 8, 1005

in

LOST—ODD FELLOWS' GOLD PIN
three links with round baunld. Finder
will be rewarded by leaving at Asto-
rlan office,

FOR SALE-SHETLAND PONEY
cart and harness. Apply to A. E. Al-
len, Clatsop, Ore,

OLD PAPERS FOR SALE AT TNIS
Office; 26c per hundred.

PROOFESSIONAL CARDS.

JAY TUTTLE, M. D.

PHYSICLIAN AND sURGEOUN
Acting Assistant surgeon
[, 8, Marine Hospital Bervice,
©Mice hours: 10 to 12 am. 1 to £:30 p.m
477 Commerclal Street, Ind Floor.
Dr. RHODA C. HICKS
OSTEOPATHIST
Maosell Bidg. 573 Commercial 8t
PHONE BLACK 2085,

C. W. BARR, D. D. &

Has Opened Dental Parlors in Rooms
817-813, The Dekum.
PORTLAND, - - - OREGON.
Whare he will be pleased to meet

Priends and Patrons.

Dr. VAUGHAN,
DexTisT

Pythian Building,} Astoria, Oregon,

Dr. W. C. LOGAN

DENTIST

578 Commereinl St., Shanshan Bnildieg

|

FIRST-CLASS MEAL

for 15¢; nicelcake, coffee, pie, or
doughnuts, 5c, at U, 'S, Restaur-
ant. 434 Bond St.

BAY {VIEW; HOTEL _
E 'GLASER, Prop.

pome Cooking, Comfortable§Beds, Reason-
able Rates andiNice] Treatment.

ASTORIA HOTEL
CornerJSeventeenth and Duane Sts.§

75 cents & day and up. Meals
20 cents. |Board| and Jlodging
$4 per week.

Phone 2175§Red. Open Day And Night,

The_ﬁoria
Restaurant

H :

\ MAN HING, P‘r.n_prutor
Fine meals sorved at all
hours. "Oysters  served in
any style,

Game in season,

MISCELLANEOUS. |

JAPANESE GOODS
New stock of fancy goods just |
arrived gat Yokohama DBazaar.
Call and seejthe latest novelties
frone Japan.
C. J. TRENCHARD
Moa! Estats, Insurance, Commission
and Shipping.

CUSTOM HOUBE BROKER.

Offics 133 Ninth Street, Next tolJuItlu

Office.
ASTORIA, OREGON.

BEST 15 CENT MEAL.
You can always find the best
16-cent meal in the ‘city at the
Rising Sun Restaurant,
6121Commereial St. |
wOooD!  WoOoD! WOOD

Bord wood, mill wood, box wood, any
kind of wood at lowest prices. Kslly,
the transfer man. 'Phone 2211 Blaok,

200 Bond Streat, Cor, 4, §Astoria. ( nr-.J

&

q)r. C. Gee Wo

WONDERFUL
HOME

s
:

e
I
i

:

i1t

flil'::
i3
sifes

!
!

%

5
H
f

_!

:
:

{
|
|

]

i
i
:
;

}
£

i
i
1

|

/
:

him

]
it
s
by
i

2
3
3
§

The C. Gee Wo Chinese HMedictne On,

283 Alder S, Pertiesd, Greges.
&.lrlmlm -

-

A Few Precious
Jepanese|Swords

Barn on Twelfth, opposite opera
house.

FOR SALESAT

iYcKahomaE = Bazar.

~ Scow Bay Iron
Manafac

Iron, Steel, Brass

& Brass Works
turers of

and Bronze Castings,

General Foundrymen and Patternmakers,

Absolutely firstelass

Phone 2451,

MBI e S TS

work. Prices lowest.

Cotner Eighteenth and Franklin.

FURNISHED

| hesd.

Tim’s jactics

By CECILIA A. LOIZEAUX

Copyright, 1004, by Cecllia A. Lotseanx

It all began when Mr, Jones Brown
brought Tim home one evening und
laid the dog iu the open arms of his
pretty wife., She recelved him enthusi-
astically and bought him an elaborate
collar. He was a cute dog, Even M.
Robinson-Swmith, who llved next door
amd hated dogs, admittsd that—that is,
she sald he wasn't bad for a mongrel.
And it must be admitted right here

pthat the dog wasn't of any particular

breed; he wis Just o dog.

He was soon In high favor (n the
nelghiborhood, especinlly with the Rob-
lpson-Smiths, who were Intimate
triends of the Jones-Browns. Both con-
ples were newly marmied, and during
the day while thelr husbands were
the city the young wives sewed. talked
and called together,

But to come back to the dog. In time
he pussed the stage of puppy treworks
and wus old enough to Know better.
Then Mrs. Jones Brown's slster came
to vislt her. And during the same
week Mrs. Roblnson-8mith bhad o oned
from her nephew that be wus coming
down to spond 4 month with her ile
was nearly as old as his-aunt, who ad
witted that he was called 4 “catch™ In
town.

The expected 2uests arvived almost
simultaneously — Ethel Herrlot with a
large trunk and Jack Marvin with dl
vers battered sult cases, They werv
duly ensconced with thele respective
relutives, and then the trouble begal
On the second evening Mr. and Mrs
Robipson-Smith traill thelr neplie
across the lnwn to call on thelr nean=1
nelghbor. The two young people wern
Introduced. Ethel, us M Jones
Brown arterward sald, wis Jinnecess
iy embarrassed for o girl who hwl
been thiree seasous “out.”

In the horribly irritating way o
young warried people the nelghbo
quartet immaedintely began o tolk
deitestie afaire, l&iving Juek and Bt |
#l to tuke cure of themselves, They d
not notice that there wus an awful s
lence, during which Ethel was threa!
ened with mental hysteria and was
suved only by Tim, the thonghtful, who
opportunely appeared aud Jumped (nto I
her lap. She begin to talk to him, and
the day was saved—temporarily. Still
patting the dog, Ethel finally sald o |
the man:

“Why id you follow me out here?" |

*“1 dido't follow you,” sald Jack |
prompely. “If | had known that you |
were in this neck of woods you don't |
suppose I'd have disturbed It do you'?' |
Then he ndded, “Why did you come to
stay next door to my aunt?

*How was | o know you had an
aunt out here?' Ethel asked Indig
nantly,

“Well," sald Jack, I guess we're
both Innocent, so we need not quarrel
over that."

Then there was another silence. Tim
jumped down from Ethel’s inp and
leaped Into Jack's, Jack grinned.

“Nice doggle!" he chuckled. petting
bhim effusively. Ethel knew he hated
small dogs. Bhe tried to think of some.
thing crushing to say, but hefore the
words came Mr, and Mm. Robinson
Smith rose und sald good night, amd
thelr dutiful tephew rose with them
He put out hls hand, and Ethel was
forced to let hers touch It for an In-
stant, while he sald:

“Bo glad I've wet you, Miss Herrlot
It's awfully Jolly thut we know so
muny of the same people."

Ethe] smiled, though her eyes were
blazing wrathfully

“Ian't 17" she snld, “Good nighe.™

Wheuy Mrs., Jouss-Hrown turued to
speak to her sister she found the girl's
chalr #iuply und n moment after heard I
her nscending thie stulrs,

Late that night Kthel rose, 1t the
lamp und took from her trunk a pack
nge of letters, which she snt down to
vread. Long before she had finlshed
thetn she was erying softly, and when
she did go to bed again It was to lle
wide eyved und staring till nearly morn.
Ing. 8Bhe wax awukensi by Thm, who
wias lekiog her bhand. She patted bis

“Neughty Tim! Did the missus Jet
you in#"

Rlsing on her elbow, she saw that
the door was ajar and supposed that
her wister had sent the dog to wake
ber.

Tim seemed full of spirits of puppy-
hood this morning. He would worry
the bedelothes with his teeth, dash
wlldly across the room to catch some
unseen thing and then rush back upon
her, fruntle with delight.

Ethel lny sturing at the celling, Her
head ached, und she felt utterly miser-
nble. Bhe wondered how ahe conld get
away from her sister's house und that
man next door. Tim, fndiog himself
unwatched, worrled awhile ot some
thing be found on the floor beneath the
table, then took it In his mouth and ran
off with it.

“If he only wasn't so glad,” thought
the girl, referring to the man, not the
dog. "He sghows mso plainly that he's
glad it's off!”

Before she got op she determined to
show Jack that he wasn't the only one
who dldn’t care Bhe would treat him
ns & stranger, and she would firt with
Llm, too, and make him sorry. Bhe de
scended the stairs, explained thst her
pile face was due to a nervons head-
nche, for which ghe would try n long
wilk, nnd departed b n amart bloe
skirt and white shirt waist and very

| the gesinre

to map ouf her campilgn, and her

thoughts werw busy as she strolled
along. Finally she climbed u high bank

by the roadside, walked along the
grossy dedge for awhile and then sat
lown on the drink of an old stone guar
ry. She was swinging her siosdl Fronch
heols and throwing stones {nto the hiue
water far benenth when somebody be
bind her whistled o well known straln,

' 8he answered before she thought and
then started, almost loslng her halance,

amd clutched at the bank to save her
self. Her face was hot, and she felt
some one solze her from behind, for It
had all happensd too quickly for her to
be feightened. Jack dragged, her haek
and then lifted her to o sitting posture.
She serambled to her feet and fuced
him

“What do you mean by sitting on the
very edge of n place like that?* Jack
questioned angrily. “Suppose the bank
erumbled

She looked at him, wistfully at first,

She wnatrneg Ym W e rreWHTTEE I
tle ut the tobacceo poueh, which was
ope she had given bim, He leaned over
1o strike & mateh

“Your bald spot (s certainly mueh
Mrger than It was lnst your,” she re
murked epitically
“How obkesving you arel” he drawled,
hen he turned suddenly,

"Wl you tove me when I'm bald?’
ho sang,

“As much as [ do now," ahe an-
swered meaningly.

"“Not a8 much ns you did last nightt"
be queried

“Last night!" she echosd, the bloosd
elsing to her face. “What are you tulk-

[0 letter from his coat pocket, holding |
JIt up where she could weo the nddress |

and then her glanee turned weathful s |

she saw nothing Lut anger 1 his face,
“1 was all right untll you came and
frightensd me,"”
“1 whistled to let you know 1 was

o wipe them nWiy.

coming and you answered,” he retort: |

o,
“I presume your coming to this espe
clal plnce was purely aceldental, ke

your advent In this town?' she re
marked sarcastieally.
“Not quite,”” lie confessed. *1 fol

“lowed you becnuse 1 wanted to talk to

vou, Sit down and cool off "

She retlected that this was her first
opportunity to make him sorry, nnd she
st down gracefully, while he arrangel
hlimself at her feet and searched a plot
of clover for n lucky omen. She took
off Lier white duck hut and let the wind
ruflte her thick, falr hair. He ook
up at her meditatively

“You have more freckles this year
than you had Inst," he nnnounced,

“Yes,” she agreed. "and more sense.”

“I imngine vour experience has
tnught you something." he remarked

She sat up,
him to be sorry.

“Ethel” be asked suddenly,
burned all my letters, dido't vou'?

“Of course 1 did." But her heart beat
furiously as she thought of the night
before

“I supposed you had,” he sal)
ouly waunted to make sure.”™

"y

serge coat
there lsn't any more love are el naesi
nine things.” be explalned; “Just twal
e

"Yourn were enther twidilly
miited ones | bad
Lhey "o Dty s

Agnin

at et Lhe
felt Slie sw
nterpretimd It
Wl

i Nl
el mitsl
“Light Ie 1 you like"
“Light 1t? Ak yes”
the pigws Irom qiiie

kit

whie wy

This was not teaching |

Ing about?™ e turned agaln and took

In hin writing, “Miss Bthel Herrlot”
Her heart beat wildly. The envelope
wus worn and old looking. He drew

out the sheets of thin paper. There
were  Dllsters - fresh blisters — upon
them,

Ethel sat paralyged. The tears rolled
down her cheeks, aud ahe did not try
Her tngers dug
Into the grass ou sither side,

“Poor ol letter!” he mald pitylagly
“How did you escape the fames?”
Then he heard o sob from Ethel Hoe
turned. He saw the tears, nnd wontal
Iy he culled himself u cad. He had
never secn Ethel cry before,

"Hthel,” he sald, “I'm a brute, but |
don't mean to e, [ came out here th
tell you that | love you better than
e atid to own up that 1 was wiong
il to psk you to take me back to your
favor, Ethel™ he hind bher tn bis arius
now, Tlthel, dear, your do love e
don't you ¥

"Take It out on Tlm, dear, for It wis

e foult. e bronght the letter aod
vpped It at my feel. And then |
poew that you had been doing  Just
what Pyve done uearly every olght fo
venr, reading over the olil letters
Eihel, drew't you glad—=a Uttle- that
Flia found the lettor”

And Ethel's nswer, though mwafted
wetued (o satisfy im Thw
elowly home

UL

An Goud as Her Waord,
Ol Mr. Makepoaer was in n reminis

| atrnnge she dn't way anything, mu‘/
s nfegld T wos getting It all wrong

SO mnke yo n good busbaod, 1t
ey 1 osaid, hoplog that wan the plght
[ thing

“Hf 1 swhould marery you, John,” she
ot ood W0 W the fest thoe shie bod
[ openod hor lips, ‘I will nttend to wnkey
[ g o good husband of you!
[ “And abe bhus!” laughed old Mr.
| Makopeace, the corner of Lis aye on his

DETECTIVE STORIES,

e Liternry Weonknoss In the Novel
of Crime and Detection,

| ¥ know of one good reason, and only,
one, which really prevents detective
stories slunding  smong the nobleal
forma of urt.  Most of the objections
" mnined ngalost thew by the vague mind
ed world of modern culture (probahly
the most vague mindal world that hne
ever existd) nre quite narrow  and
chlldish, Touny thut the detective tale
Is sensationnl 1 slaply to say that It
ls full of fedling or s aesthetle, Aes
thetle I the Greok for sensational
Bousationnl |« the Latln for nesthetic
o say that the theill which It glves
In connected with bald and positive
M, with bald and positive death and
not with any of the fiue spun drawing
rooms emotlons which It s now the
fanhion to consider “deep,” In to pay I
n bigh complisent,

The HBible Is conceornel with these
great pladn sins and Judgments. 8¢
L are the grenl Gireek deamns, so ame
the tragwdles of the BHrabethans, m
are the old balinds, und so are all men
fanywhere who lve lives suficlently
real to hinve ever seen thie great plaip
wlnw sl Jadgments

There s one good argument, aws |
have sald, and one only, ngainst the
pollee mystery, und that s that pollce
| mysterles exist  to  destroy mystery
when they hnve created It A sad tale
should be anddest when we finlsly it
6 happy tale should be happlest when
we finish 1t o stiecing tale should be
most stirring at the end, 0 faoptas
tle tole most fantastie at the end
Itut this kind of wmvsterions tnle 1
not most mysterfons st the end. It
Is then least mysterious, or, rather
| not mysterious st all.  Tustead of mak

fcent mood.  “DHd 1 ever tell yo what : iIng & commonplace thing mysticnl

“No, but something bright, 'l war
rant,” chuckled Frod, with a glanes nt

“T| mother suld to we whon I got up spunk | (the alm of all good urt the detec
He put his | enovgh to ask her<ip words-If she'd
| hand absently to the pocket of his blue | bave me?' ho begun, to the dellght of [a mystical thing commonplace.
You see, love letters aftor | his grandson, Fred

tive reverses the process and makes
Aud
from this comes that one fatnl weak
lum in the sensntionn! novel of arime
and detection, the one thing that does

[the old lady, who calmly regardod | separate 1t, | am afrald, from great

f :

“whe ad | thom from ber rocking chalr by the
Bur | fregluee,

“I van't recall the prellminary re
mrka,”  Mr. Makepeuce continued,
“nnd, nnyway, | think they were o

trifle mixed, Bot Anally, after 1I'd sald

|Bvllam. the faet that there s no lm
[Pulhe to read It mgaln. A detective
|ula we have read s an empty bottle
In!‘ wine, an siploded shell, a thing de
| stroyed. The mystory of the sanity of
| Hamlet I8 alive and kicking stil—G.

silid e drawing [ something about my prospects, to make | K. Chesterton In London News,

Jothier pocket |'H. buglness-like | lala lg think it

pretty slippers,
During this

walk it wag ber intgptjon

THG J. 3, DELLINGER

ASTORIA, OREGON

GONPANT

BLANK'BOOK MAKERS

LITHOGRAPHERS

PRINTERS LINOTYPERS

Most Comolete Printing Plant in Orevon

NolContract too Large. No Job too Small

Book and Magazine Binding a Specialty



